A WREATH OF CLOUD

lady. What had become of them both ? He imagined that
her strange timidity had driven the mother to take flight
with that exquisite child into some lonely and undiscover-
able place. He fell into the habit of staring hard into
the face of every girl whom he met; and the commoner,
the more ill-clad and wretched the creature was, the surer
he became that this was his lost child. For the lower she
had sunk, the less likely it was that she would be able to
persuade any one that she was indeed his daughter. It
was impossible, he felt, that sooner or later one or other of
his agents should not get news of her, and then what re-
paration he would make for the down-trodden existence
that she must now be leading ! He told his sons her child-
name and begged them to report to him immediately if
they should ever come across any one who bore it. * In
my early days/ he said, ' I am afraid I became involved in
a great many rather purposeless intrigues. But this was
quite a different matter. I cared for the mother very
deeply indeed, and it distresses me intensely that I should
not only have lost the confidence of the lady herself, but
also have been able to do nothing at all for the one child
that bore witness to our love/

For long periods, especially if nothing happened to re-
mind him of the matter, he succeeded in putting it out of
his head. But whenever he heard of any one adopting a
stray girl or taking some supposed poor relation into their
house, he at once became very suspicious, made innumer-
able enquiries and was bitterly disappointed when it was
finally proved to him that his supposition was entirely
unfounded.

About this time he had a curious dream, and sending for
the best interpreters of the day asked them what it meant.
* It seems to mean/ they said,' that you have at last heard
what has become of a child that you had lost sight of for